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MOTHER'S FACE.

ITaere's a feelln' comes across me
Cones across mo often now

An' It deepest seems when troubl
Lays her flcgor on my brow;

T3h. it is a. deep, deep feelln',
Neither happiness nor pain!

Tis a mighty soulful lonjtfn'
To see mother s lace agaia!

Tis, I 6po5C, a nat'ral feolia'l
Wnst of me, I can't control

Myself no morel It seems to stir
An' thrill my very soul!

Try to laujh it off but uselessl' Gee I my tears will Tail like raia
Vhen I git this soulful lonfjln'
Jes' to see her face again!

- Ton'won't know how much yon love her
(Your old mother) till you ream

Way off. where her Toioe can't reach you,
An' with strangers make your home;

Then you'll know how bis: your heart is,
Think you never loved beforo

When you git this mighty longin
Jes' to seo her face once mora. k

Mother! tender, lovin' soul!
f Heaven bless her dear old facoi

I'd givo half my years rcmainln'
Jcg' to give her one embrace;

Dr to shower d klesea
On her lips, on' cheeUs, an' broi

An' appease this mighty lonm'
.That.I git so often now!
'V Howe, in Yankee Blaau
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'tOopyricht, 1693, by the Author.!
OT all the eplca

of our lives are
written in he-

roic verse. Dull
prose has oft-tim-

hied as
sacred blood, in
social battle, as
e'er was shed
on i d o m's
fields of honor.

Why did I
love Botty
JTarebranc?
Why do you

tvake. when sunrise floods the world;
or sleep, after dinners where you have
fed and tattled to solemn dowagers? I
loved lhat grand, golden-haire- ratt-
ling- femininity "because becauso I

i loved her!
When Hal TJarebrano again wel-

comed me under the old country home-jroo- f,

1 felt as a veryking coming to hi3
own. For Betty was there alone; and
I was her brother's chosen class-chu-

liis equal with the gloves, his coach in
classics and in football. The grand old
oalcs 3nd murmurous pines invited
woodland strolls; the soft midsummer
nights attuned all thought to wooing-- ,

where only tho moon might seo.
The old-tim- e cordiality of welcome

toned, but not cooled by the state-
ly dignity of the grand-dam- e lady
mother underscored my satisfaction
at the outlook; and I literally beamed,
as I acknowledged her introduction on
Ehe porch:

"Mr. Smythe Col. Markham."
The tall, soldierly man with his

gravely quiet air, gray-streak- mus-
tache, and the red scar lining tho
check behind it might have marveled
iit my cordial grip of his slim, brown
"hand. But happiness floated in tho air
about me; conventions were not for
country outing; and, when Miss Betty
b.t last appeared, my brimming cup
plopped over into sentiment, that,
(drying, had seemed to leave tho
ptain of mere twaddlo upon mem-cry- 's

page. But Beranger was a phil-
osopher; and ho wrote truth.

At tea, the muffins were ambrosia,
jtho Jcrsej-- cream nectar; and later,
Betty's voice in simplest ballads
Though - it came seemed music un-
matched by my rather slim memories
jof the academy or the metropolitan.
fTken, that one delicious moment of

n;ght under tho full moon, on
he broad old pia7?a drew from mc a

isigh that drowned, for the nonce, tho
ceaseless murmur of the tree tops. The
inioon shone a whiter silver, and the

cent of the pines was as of Arabyl
j I slept in Elysium! Who had not, in
puch atmosphere, on such a bed, in such
fa hopeful haven? In fact, Hal's cheery
thail woke me &o late that a hurried tub
rand hasty toilet with only a brief peep
Jnto tho draped old mirror left mc still
the last at bredkfast.

"You'll not look for ccremon', Mr.
jFmythe," Miss Betty beamed across
Jthe table. "We're such old friends, you
jknow; and I've promised Col. Mirk-Sha-

a view of the mill-da- all this
week he's beer up here with us."

4 Two impatient steeds champed bits
l5 we emerged from breakfast; but
twas I who felt that tin foot press
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inf hand; 'twas on mc bhc smiled, as
"her middle-age-d escort mounted like a
cavalryman, and the pair cantered off
('through dim vistas of trees.
' "Who is the colonel?" asked Hal
Carelessly, as he handed me a cigarette
and struck match.

"Old friend of mamma's good soldier
rising man in politics." my chum an-

swered, between the labored puffs of
3irst ignition. "But say: Mamma wants
jjne to walk over the place. Haven't

Unlike the Dutch Prooass

Q
jS arc ued tho

f?33
&im "h
5C V7;u

l . t. Vi

m -

MilBLjjtj:

r e e

1

a

IVo Alkalies
OR

esrnpr uoinirn s

$SS$& in

ui

preparation of

BAKER & COS

reaMaslCocoa
tcltirii t ahtoltttcly

jmre and soluble.
yhlthasmorctUanthrcc time

Ixthcstrmgthol Cocoa mixed
iifl1' starch, Arrowroot cr
tHr3' Sunir. and is Jar mora eco

nomical, co(t$r less than one cent a cup.
It is delicious, counting, and casilt

held IjyGrcrerx etcrj-trhere-

W, BAKER & CO., Dorchester, Mais.

vS&&WFSFZ&i

3re WRickitci Jpailtj gargle: pttrsilat' fHonriwg, cplemlret X893.

Tlae City of 2l IlllliilJ
'

To the People of the UNITED STATES, CANADA and MEXICO, 'to visit it during the ,
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Thousand ELECTRIC and GAS LIGHTS are required to produce the
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remain open until October 21st.

Four Concerts Daily by SO USA'S Grand Concert Band.
Vocal and Instrumental Solos by Madame SCALGHI

and other artists of international reputation.
Magnificent Paintings and Pictures in the Art Galleries,

Splendid displays of and Liberal Arts.
Electrical and Mechanical of exceptional interest.

And a general array of exhibits valued at many hundred thousand dollars.

Inclusive Fee 25 cents; no extra

ISSUES COR-
DIAL INVITATION

AUTUMNAL FESTIVITIES.
Seventy-Fiv- e

agnificent Street Illuminations,
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BULLETINS,
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Manufacturers
departments
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EFFECTS.

THE VEILED PROPHET
splendor

Magnificent Merchant's Exchange

THE THIRTY-THIR- D ANNUAL
ECHANICAL AND AGRICULTURAL FAIR

OCTOBER OCTOBER
Countless attractions features,

Exciting spacious amphitheater.
Renowned

Greatly Reduced Railroad Rates From All Points.
One, or one and one-thir- d fare for the Round Trip on special during the Carnival. All rates reduced. VISITORS TO

THE WORLD'S FAIR are especially invited to transportation via St. Louis and spend a few days in the great Metrop-
olis of the and South-We- st during the Carnival Period.

For further particulars as to rates to and for programmes and lists of
attractions on forty consecutive days, to

BUREAU INFORMATION, AUTUMNAL FESTIVITIES ASSNt
Mermod & Jaccard Building, ST. LOUIS.

been down since last term, you know.
Will you come? If not, there's the
latest novel, or freshest magazine."

Miss Betty's ride was to be brief: the
mill-da- but one short league away. I
knew Hal's loitering habits about the
place, so I declined the
and throw myself on the carpet-lik- e

turf, opened the novel and thought!
Six months more I would be a lawyer.
I had already enough for two; the fam-
ily firm was open to me, and prospects
were bright. Why should not a fellow
marry young? Betty was not a girl to
linger; and though she had been two
years in the mid-whi- rl of society, an
aclcnowled belle and a bit spoiled I
knew she cared for well, no one else.
And I knew she did care not so very
little, perhaps for her brother's chum.
If not, why that softening of smile,
those droopings of glowing eyes under
mine; those flushings of peach-dow- n

cheeks and murmured: "Oh! you
mustn'ts!" whenever I approached what
sho knew was nearest my unsusceptible
heart?

Hours passed. That mill-da- must
have moved further away! I tossed my
novel aside; lounged slowly down the
avenue, across the road, and up the rise
beyond still thinking. A high fence
about tho pasture barred my way;
hand-on-rai- l, I was about to vault over.

"I beg pard'n sir! But mind the bull!
He's bad."

The voice had silver in it The hazel
eyes brightly dancing drowned mis-
chief in their depths: and the roses in
the cheeks deepened under their tan as
my eyes rivettod on the sudden appari-
tion.

Happy bull! I thought, to pasture
near so enticing a Kuropa! For the
fabled daughter of Agenor herself had
no more graceful curves of budding
womanhood than those hinted, but not
hidden, by the scant and simple ging-
ham gown. A very Marguerite was
this "uild flower of the pasture; and
my fresh classics conjured up the god-
like bull, "breathing saffron from his
mouth,"under her caress. Not mawkish,
neither, but with all cas3 purity of
courtesy, she added:

" You're a stranger, and I wouldn't
like to sec you hurt!"'

And the smile that followed showed
teeth many a belle in brocade had en-
vied.

A man need not be hyper-susceptib-

to admire a pretty woman out of hand.
Thanking the girl with my best bow, I
walked beside her, and began:

"Thanks, fairest Europa "
"My name's Dolly Vance." she cor-

rected simply; and the teeth gleamed
whiter even than before, between lin;

j curled like rose leaves after rain. Then.
as i rattier awkwardly explained the
somewhat risque myth, Miss Dollv
broke in:

"Glad I warned you 'bout th' bulL I
live here. Good icorn'nV

The little cottage was ideal in vinc-ela-d
prettiutos; and 1 lingered at the

gate, under trees, "to
speak again good-by,- " and to learn that
widow Vance and one fair child abided
there: and that "the Harebraaes was
avrful good to 'em, always."

sisvf
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Somehow it was very listlessly that I
lounged home; it was with a sharp
twinge of accusing carelessness that I
lifted Betty from the saddle when she
cantered up. There was a deeper glow
on her cheek; a softer, tenderer gleam
in her dark eyes; more tremor in the
voice that murmured very low:

"You are so good to me, always!"
Then blushing deeper still, and

tripping on her long habit she flashed
by me into the house, with downcast
eyes.

That girl did love me! Those tell-tal- o

emotions were not to be mistaken! Yet
brute that I was! somehow a newer,

ruddier face rose between us; a rounder,
richer voice drowned hers, echoing in
my ears:

"Mind the bull! He's bad."
Days passed; and somehow I could

not come to the point with Betty Hare-bran- e.

I was attentive, of course; kind,
and sometimes tender, under tho moon-
light, while the colonel smoked with
Hal on the broad piazza. The consider-
ate old soldier gave me every chance.
I knew he felt himself to be a sort of
intruder; but the words 1 forced my-
self to speak were and
Betty's ever murmured: "Oh! you
mustn't!', met ever-read- y obedience, for
a change. I did not understand my-sta-

myself; for 1 really did like the
girl, and I knew, as well as man ever
can, that she more than Hired me. Sho
was beautiful, and had
huge expectations from a grandaunt
tough, but very "warm" and equally
ancient in a distant southern state.
But, strive as I might, 1 could not force
my tongue to the words she would
eagerly hearken to! And, even while
with her, the rustic Europa glided
between

her milk-whit- e bull
with the flowers of future hope.

Hal kept strangely busy about the
farm; but his gun and dogs were not
left idle. Daily I scoured the woods;
making a rather poor "bag," but deep
inroads into Miss Dolly Vance's ac-
quaintance. "We met by chance;' but
we grew to know each other, in "the
usual way."

More than once had I walked with
her to that gate; more
than once had I held her large, white
hand and distinctly felt its pressure re-
turn my own. I had quoted poetry and
talked sentiment to her without stint.
ane saia uie one was "awful nice; at
the other she showed her pretty teeth,
but 'twas only her lips that grew red-
der. Still, I knew the girl must be
grateful; that gratitude was a danger-
ous passion in a maid; and I nobly re-
solved not to trifle with her trusting
purity. Once more I would see her,
hear that rich voice and hold her firm,
white hand. Then I would explain
that we were very wide apart, so gent-
ly and so gravely that she Avould re-
spect me ever: and then Agenor's
daughter raieht go wed the king of
Crete, while I would wed

Still, 1 made pavement in that hot-
test of climes with bstof resolutions.
Still, I saw Europa: and still, Hetty
was forgiving, gentle, tender, till my

xrrev bcarahla sn loniryc.
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Bo, Just as sunset faded to the long,
clear twilight, I wandered homeward
with Dolly Vance. At the gate we
paused. 1 spoke gently, gravely, of the
danger of chance of the
sorrow I would feel did our parting
leave one pang in her palpitating but
tender bosom. She listened silently;
her face turned from mo half-hidde- n

by her hand. More than once a gasp-
ing, gurgling sound came from her
heaving bosom; passing the rosy por-
tals of speech, but leaving no word on
them. Deeply contrite pitying her
emotion, tenderly repentant for the
Borrow 1 had wrought, so selfishly if
unintentionally I grew pathetic and
seized her unresisting hand. Then
impelled by fate, or chance, or habit!
my face drew nearer, and my lips
pressed long and loud upon hen ose-bu- d

twain.
"Oh, Lord!" screamed the daughter

of King Agenor, glaring .wild-eye- d

past me to the road. Then, with sud-
den writhe, she slipped through my
arms and fled into the house.

Sad, I turned away.
Full in the open road behind me stood

Hardy, the young e tat and
village near; a lithe and muscular
Apollo of rustic pattern, abeit now as
grimed with soot as limping Vulcan on
Olympian Saturday night. Coolly I lit
a cigarette, strolled slowly by, drew in
and sent blue clouds through con-
temptuous nostrils, nodding to the cad
as I passed. He seemed going my way.
for I heard the heavy thud of his feet
behind me. It was near tea hour, so I
hastened my pace. Jock hastened his,
soon passing and standing in the oath,
full before me. Then he asked grimly:

"Does you city fellers allers kiss
gals?"

"What do. you mean, fellow?" This
loftily from mc.

"Xuth'n' much," the young smith re-
plied, doggedly. "Only yer kissed my
sweet'art: an' I'm go'ne ter lick yer,
rite now."

Now, I was no smaUdabof an athlete
myself, and especiaUy proud of my
"science;" bur. I glanced at the long,

arms, swinging at his
sides; at the great, sledge-hamm-

hands that ended them: at the wondrous
depth of chest and flank, as he stood
quiet, backed by the gloaming. And I
had fully made up mv mind to end
Betty's suspense that night to engarrc
myself to her, and fix the wedding just
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after graduation. A rough-and-tumb-

that determined giant asd
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And his gorgeous retinue will parade with Oriental on October
Palaces on Wheels Grand Ball in Hall.
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tho glint or his "eye was evil, even
through the dusk would certainly not"
leave me vry "fit." 1 could not hope
to "knock him out" without a scratch;
so diplomacy was best a moral victory.
I put on my loftiest air.

"Fellow! tyou are insolent and an
ass!"

"P'raps, but I'll lick yer, all
he responded quietly; and threw him-
self into an easy guard as he added:
"Come on! Yer ain't 'feared, ch?"

Like a flash as on the brains of
drowning men I saw my past with
Betty; all the happy future! I forgot
the very existence of Dolly Vance. But
in a trice, I threw myself into an atti-
tude I was "leading man" in college
dramatics slipped my hand to hip
pocket, and cried:

"Stand by, fellow! or I'll blow day-
light through you"'

Standing, oak-roote- Jock gaTe an
evil grin as he dropped out slowly:

"Yer ain't got no pistol; and bluff
won't win! I'm goin' ter lick yer
good I"

And he did. When i pulled together
"the remnants of a fall'n tower" he

Jock smith of the J'n road, staggered dizzily

ba;tlewith

toward the house, 1 dared not hhow my
bruised and bleeding face my torn and
draggled clothes before the future
bride. Painfully skirting the lawn,
steadied by the fence, I entered the sta-
ble yard just as CoL Markham lifted
Betty from her foaming chestnut.

"Oh! you poor, dear boy'." she cried,
running towardme. "What is the mat-
ter? Did you meet the Vance's ball?"

May the recording angel blot it out,
but I muttered: "Yes, I did! con-
found him! '

The old soldier turned my face to the
waning light, felt my ribs, and, through
a suspicious twitch in his mustache,
said tersely:

"Raw beef and rest. Let me make
you a toddy. Then, go to bed!"

I was sore and feverish next morn-
ing, eating my breakfast upstairs, in
smoking jacke--t and plasters, hen
came a soft tap on the door, and my
gruff "Come in!" opened it enough to
show Miss Betty's face.iblushing rosiest
red.

"Yon poor, dear, unlucky boyr she
said gently. "Mamma is ill, and I had
to come and look after you." How my I

own heart smote me for the pain I had
given tlm loving one. But the door j

opened wider, and she added: I

"Yon see. I brought the colonel; for !

you know the was crimson now j

"you know we are to be I promised !

him, the day after yon arrived! Are ,

ou in so much pain?" she added jren
Ivt for 1 rTOfinrit ns I f rrrrmA

pathy and offering aid- - eyes
twinkled some suppressed oke as
he added:

Confound that ham t41 Slr.
! Vance rie nii' t,Jr r , !

butcher!
I protested agsiast any- - complaint, j

ni isc at assented. Then he said.
quietly:

"ilamra hzs szd news- - Beaii cl

her old aunt in the south. But she
leaves Bet a cool hundred thousand; so
the colonel's a lucky fellow eh, old
boy?"

I made no reply in words, but I am
sure that the recording angel had a

tear ready this time to blot out my in-
ward groan:

"Curse the colonel!"

Knownter "Did Taype marry that
rich w idow to whom he pretended to
be an English lord?" Saylcs "Xo: ho
gave himself dead away. One after-
noon when she wished him to call her
little daughter,' what did the blamed
fool do but begin to bawl out: "Cash!
Cash!" Inter Ocean.

Oncer I'ucM About Monry.
There are 119,000.000 old copper pen-

nies somewhere. Nobody knows what
has become of them, except that once
in awhile a single specimen turns up
in change. A few years ago 4,500,000
bronze two-cen- t pieces were set afloat.
Three millions of these are still out-
standing. Three million throe-cen- t
nickel pieces are scattered over the
United btatcs, but it is very rarelj' that
one is seen. Of 800,000 half-cen- t,

which correspond in value to English
farthings, not one has been returned
to the government for recoinage, or
isheld by the treasury. Congress appro
priates from $100,000 to $150,000 yearly
recommg the uncurrent wlvcr coins

in possession of the treasury.
These are mostly half dollars, and ,are
not circulated because there is no de--j
mand for them. Not long ago the

j stock of them amounted to ?2C,00,000,
but it is only about half that now.

i The money set aside for recoming in
j not intended to pay for the cost of the
I minting, but is required to reimburse
, the treasury of the United States on

account of the Iot3 in weight which
the stiver pieces have suffered by
abrasion. This loss amounts to 1Q on
every 51,000, and it has to be made
good in order to set the treasurer ac-
count straight. Boston Transcript.

Dr. Mary Walker injured her right
leg some jears ago, and at times it
cans her great snconvrnleac'. To a
friend vrbo met her the other day and
asked the fair doctor how hr health
was, she replied: "My right walker i
a httlc stiff nowadays, but otherwi I
am all right--'

Wool I wonder if the government
would take exception to a friendly
teggestton?

Van Pelt I gucw not. Why?
Wool I was thinkiasr if ther would

"A sudden twinge," I an&wored, not ozii IcaTC thc xlzr' 3' kSmsIj the
looking up. "111 be all right latcrr CoJurabtts stamps vould do in pUee of
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Little Girl "I am afraid this isn't
the kind of tea mamma wants." Gro-

cer "Why?" Little Girl "Well, aha
said she always paid two prices here,
and I've only paid one for this."

A Brazilian recently saved hi.nlifa
by carrying a roll of one hundred
pound notes inside his vest when tn
bulIctjCame that way. Yet there are
people who neglect so simple a precau-
tion. Tit--B its.

"Dwiggins ii th 'kind of a man
who never put anything away for a
rainv day." "Oh, yes. ho has."
"What?" "That ten-doll- umbrella
you've been hunting for tho last two
weeks." Inter Ocean.

"Do you mean to say that therft
arc microbe in Bock crock?" fihe asked
of the young physician. "Yes; it is
quite safe to make such an assertion."
"Dear mc! How do they ever surviva
It?" Washington Star.
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John Davidson, I'oineer Jiiimbcroifli
of Sedgwick County.
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